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932 NURSERY management. 

Who is thoroughly interested in her work would not wish to 
stay on in a family when there was no longer a nursery, j, 
this way perhaps the work is disappointing for a nurse seldom' 1 
if ever, sees the result of her work, and the children when 
she leaves them are of an age that they so easily forget her 
amongst all the rarities of school life and new friends, and 
surely no sensible nurse will resent this. One could not wish 
that the great virtues which we are trying to cultivate sturdily 
in our charges should blossom forth in their full growth durin 
the few years we are with them. As nurses, our work is to 
sow the seed, and 


‘ I need not be missed if another succeed me, 

To reap down those fields which in Spring I have sown • 

He who ploughed and who sowed is not missed by the reaper 
He is only remembered by what he has done.” 


A Chrislmastide Pl ay 
ASCHENBRODEL:* CANTATA 


the Children. 

WITH tableaux. 


prologue. 


r , , ;; U1UU lount ot plea 

ri i\ ^ son & s * n gleeful measure 
G adden age with joyous spell, 
tfiiss bestowing, magic well ! 


Ryes are sparkling, glancing, beaming, 
Liquid gems in dewdrops gleaming, 

As the triendly Faery land 
Blithe, we enter, hand in hand. 


Flow again, thou fount of pleasure ! 
Sing thy songs in joyous measure ! 
List ! for tuneful tale they cry— 
Chant the children’s lullaby ! 


MOT HERLESS. (Declamation.) 
Upon white bed a-dying 
Lies a woman, wan and fair : 

Her breath comes feebly sighing : 

Her little daughter, crying, 

Sobs out a child’s despair ; 

Death’s angel, with sharp icy breath, 
Hath kissed the brow of the mother mild. 
******* 

The orphan’s comfortless tears are shed 
O’er that still form upon the bed. 

Let husband lay her 
In quiet churchyard, 

Where birds of the air 
Keep kind watch and ward ; 


* Translated (by the Editor), and somewhat adapted, from the German of 
Heinrich Carsten, music by Carl Reinecke, published by Siegel, Leipsic. 
Parts for each voice can be had separately. The music is good and charm- 
ing, but is too difficult for children to sing alone. It might be sung in the 
background while the children perform tableaux in front, or, the words 
might be read, the reader being invisible. Aschenbrodel is, as will be seen, a 
German version of “ Cinderella," reprinted from the Decern er mint >er t 
1 Parents' Review ” for 1890. 


/^.tnlCTTlf ASTIDE 


flay for the children. 



Their sweet melody 
Shall soothe her to rest ; 

Whilst ivy and roses 
Lie soft on her breast. 

But the child steals away to the spot 
Soon as sorrow has waked her from sleep ; 

And oft, in the starlight, her cot 
Doth she leave to run thither and weep. 

THE CHILD’S LAMENT. 

(Song.) 

TABLEAU. — While “Child’s Lament” is sung or said. 

Scene.— Woody (tall plants, &c.). Semi-darkness : Fair-haired child sitting 
weeping on stone, in old black frock : bare feet. 

Once wore I a frock all trimm’d and gay, 

My mother gave it to me ; 

Blue were mine eyes — now red are they, 

Too dim with tears to see ! 

Ah, red mine eyes, and black my garb ; 

As high as heaven, so deep the barb 
Of sorrow hath pierced my heart. How deep, 

God knows ! Nor doth he forget to keep 
His angels a-watching where orphans sleep. 

THE STEPMOTHER. (Declamation.) 

The winter came, and the soft snow laid 
A coverlet white o’er the mother’s grave ; 

And when the spring new gladness made 
, The sun took the cover the white snow gave : 

Now sing the birds their glad spring song, 

The sorrowful house is gay once more ; 

Cleaning and furbishing all day long, 

E\er\ one blithe and busy as four ' 

Garlands weaving, gathering flowers, 

Strewing blossoms in the way, 

Chambers decking as May-bowers— 

Happy be the wedding day ! 

* . V ^ 10 ^ le bride brought home this e’en ? 

A beautiful woman of evil mind, 

, ho ever to poor little Madeleine, 

Two 'rla ° mee h ness > is yet unkind. 

Who tur^ V'i t0 ^ Gr new home she brought, 

Who turned the house all inside out. 


And the stepchild must wait upon all, 
at every one’s beck and call: 

Must spin the yarn, 

Must knit and darn, 

Go brew and bake, 

And the cinders rake ; 

Aschenbrodel ” they call her in the town 
And people talk of her up and down. 
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THE WHITE BIRD. (Declamation and Four Speakers.) 

Again is a busy stir in the hall, 

Ev’ry one bustling in and out ; 

One brings the horses out of the stall ; 

One packs and cords the baggage about ; 

For why ? The master is going away ; 

A distant journey must he take ; 

And, as he mounts, he stoops to say, 

All in merry good-natur’d way— 

“ Now, what do you say, girls, suppose I make 
A present to each of you when I come back ? 
Choose what you will, and let me know ! ” 

“ ’Tis pearls and gems in gold I lack ! ” 

Said the elder, bent upon something to show 
“ A gown of some lovely rich stuff, say I, 

And mantle and hood to match, pray buy ! ” 

The second in forward tones doth cry ; 

Then Madeleine looked in her father’s face 
With sweet, meek glance : 

“ I pray you, bring 

The twig that first bears leaves in the spring : 

Carry it safe in your hat all the way ; 

And loving thanks shall the gift repay.” 

Now when the father home returned, 

He brought to each as she desired : 

And Madeleine took the twig she earn d 
With simple thanks ; it’s leaves admir’d ; 

And carried the gift her father gave 
To plant, straightway, on her mother’s grave. 

It grows apace, water’d with tears ; 

And, quick— a beauteous tree appears ! 

Now, thrice a day, to its shade so still, 

The maiden goes to weep her fill. 
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CHRISTMASTIDE PLAY FOR THE CHILDREN. 


And, lo ! one noon, as there she kneels, 

A shaking amongst the leaves she feels ; 

And a strange white bird flies out of the tree, 

A marvellous bird, as white could be ! 

A bird of some wonderful sort, forsooth, 

For it sang, still-pois’d, upon snow-white wings, 

A song the like of which no bird sings, 

For the child understood it in very truth : — 

SONG OF THE WHITE BIRD. 

(Song.) 

TABLEAU, With Song ol the White Bird.— Large Christmas Tree with 
birds oil it. Aschenbrodel asleep, leaning her head on her arm, by the 
tree. White bird : Little child all in white — white shoes and white 
wings, bending over Aschenbrodel. 

Let thy tears no longer flow, 

Loving maiden, thou ! 

Mother’s heart in heaven will know ; 

Let God rest her now ! 

Thou so lovely, bright, and fair, 

M ilt thou not thy grief forbear ? 

What thou wishest, will I bring ; 

ilt have happy dream ? 

Would’st a song ? Then will I sing, 

Here, beside this stream. 

Such black sorrow is not meet 
For maid, fair and bright and sweet ! 

Stay I, waiting thy behest ; 

What gift shall I bring ? 

White plumes spread on eager quest— 

As I fly, I s i n g i 

Maiden, beauteous, fair, and bright, 

Dwell no more without delight ! 

DECLAMATION AND DIALOGUE. 

Startled into sudden pleasure 

MadMp S bl + rd ’ S melodlous measure, 

As rl IT !° sses §°lden tresses 
Tear ■ * S ladden ’ d by caresses ; 

In dew" P smiles 1>la y hide seek 

WJ e y«’ on Hushing cheek, 



— «.n e gentle bird doth 
Up and down a slcnrL - 

The maiden’s heated brow ^ fan- 

Who e er saw such pretty 2 ' > ' 

Now it befalls that to royalest 

A The 1 ? d °i‘ h SUmm ° n Sreatest and least • 

AH the lovehest maids in the land ' 

Delightful tiXTe"^^^ 1 

or, hist Tis whisper’d about, d’ye see 

That t/ 6 fCaSt ShaU ^ tmth a bride - show ’ be, 
lhat the prince may choose and fitly pair t 

Aschenbrodel’s sisters invited were, 

And lost their heads for glee at the thought ; 

Already each sees herself picked out 

brom throng of maidens to be the bride 

One day to sit the king beside 

As royal consort, distinction rare ! 

So they dress’d them out in splendid array, 

Rich robes, gold broider’d, their forms display"; 

With pearls and blossoms they deck their hair.' 

Then Aschenbrodel took heart and spake : 

Sisters, I pray, take me to the ball ! 

I only crave to stand in the hall, 

Or, should it please you, to bear your train. 

brom dancing one measure would I refrain, — 

For who should ask poor maid like me ? 

Ah, say not nay, for kindness’ sake ? ” 

Then the stepmother, out laughed she : 

“ Art mad, Aschenbrodel ? Here’s a pretty thing, 

The kitchen-girl go to the court of the king ! ” 

Then, quick to the lentil sack she ran, 

Dipp’d out a shovelful, scatter’d them free 

Amongst the ashes — a sight to see ! 

“ There, idle hussy, let’s see if you can 

Pick up the lentils, every one. 

Nor leave a seed on the hearth ! Why, so, 

If in two hours thy task is done, 

Mayest thou with thy betters go ; 


m a CHRISTMAST1DE PLAY FOR T HE CHILDREN. 

There’s a fair offer. Let’s hear no more ! ” 

Aschenbrodel slipp d quickly out 
When none of the others was about 
Into the garden by back door : — 

ASCHENBRODEL’S PRAYER TO THE BIRDS. 

TABLEAU , accompanying Aschenbrodel’s prayer to the birds. Aschen- 
brodel in the centre surrounded bv birds. Children dressed as robins, 
blackbirds, chaffinches, doves, canaries, love birds, &c. Scene as before 

woody. Birds attentive, as listening to Aschenbrodel. Curtain 

drawn for a moment. Aschenbrodel disappears. Peas scattered on 
stage. TABLEAU, to Bird’s Chorus. — Birds flitting about lightly 
and quickly picking peas — putting, now in mouth, now in pot. Move- 
ments as in Grand Chain — last figure of Lancers. 

“ Hither, birds, to my aid ! 

Birds all, great and small, 

Be kind to poor maid, 

Help me to the ball ! ” 

(Song.) 

Hither come, ye dainty white doves, 

Out of arbours, out of alcoves, 

From the airy heights of heaven, 

Flock ye at my signal given ! 

Hither come on flashing pinions, 

Leave awhile your wide dominions, 

Bring good aid to friendless maiden, 

Send me hence with lentils laden. 

The good in the pot drop, 

The bad for the birds’ crop ! 

DECLAMATION (with Music). 

Into the kitchen troop the birds, 

With nods and becks more wise than words 
They set to work : the peas in the pot 
Within the hour are securely got, 

And, that the labour lighten’d be, 

They cheer the task with melody.’ 

CHORUS OF BIRDS.— (Song.) 

Be quick, be quick, 

To help the child ! 

Be quick, be quick, 

That in the pot 
The lentils drop 
Ere time runs out ! 
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Be quick, be quick, 

Ere time runs out ! 

The good in the pot drop, 

The bad for the birds’ crop ! 

Gurr > gurr, ziikuh, kiwiitt. 

DECLAMATION. 

"See, mother, here, the lentils all! 

ow, may I go with you to the ball ? ” 

Laugh’d the stepmother in scornful way : 

What, go to court in petticoat grey? 

W’hy, wench, thou’rt mad, art mad. I 'say ! 

Yet, never say but I treat thee well : 

Two shovelfuls in the ashes strewn 
Canst thou pick out and bring me soon, 

In an hour at most, why, who can tell 
But I let thee go by way of boon ? ” 

Quick, Aschenbrodel steals away 
Through the door that into the garden leads, 

Where, waiting her will, are the birds at play : 

Once more in song she tells her needs : — 

Aschenbrodel’s Song (as before). Declamation (with Music) 
as before. Chorus of Birds (as before). 

DECLAMATION AND DIALOGUE. 

“ See, mother, here the lentils all, 

Now, may I go with you to the ball ? ” 

Astonish’d, the wicked woman sat, 

For how deny that here was a wonder ? 

So, sneering, — “ A pretty pastime that ! 

Out of my sight, away with thy plunder ! 

It helps thee nothing, thou shalt not come.’ 

And with that, both she and her girls leave home. 
Again, Aschenbrodel, alone and free, 

Betakes her for comfort to her tree. 

ASCHENBRODEL’S SONG. 

TABLEAU, Aschenbrodel’s Song.— Tree to the Side. Aschenbrodel sits 
with clasped hands gazing at it. Aschenbrodel dressedjn ball costun 
but covered with shabby black cloak During song, some one thro 

from Side necklace, bracelet, &c„ as if dropped from tree ; ^’ ch lS ^ (( g 
tinsel End of song Aschenbrodel rises, drops c oak. Tableau. 
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Robes of a princess, 
Lustrous and priceless, 
Cast over me. 

Stir thee, little tree ; 
Shake thee, little tree ! 
Pearl softly gleaming, 
Diamond bright-beaming, 
Gay golden slippers 
Draw from thy coffers ; 
Rings, with gems rare set, 
Costliest bracelet, 

These shalt thou give me; 
Thou shalt bedeck me. 

Stir thee, little tree ; 

Shake thee, little tree ! 
Robes of a princess, 
Lustrous and priceless, 

Cast over me. 


DECLAMATION AND MONOLOGUE. 

The tree did all as the maiden bade ; 
And, more, up drew a chariot of state ! 

“ Come, Aschenbrodel, away and be glad, 
Off with thee, now, to the palace gate ! ” 
Is it real ? Is she dreaming ? 

Now she steps through lofty halls, 

Many thousand tapers streaming 
Light the banners on the walls : 

In the palm tree’s crown above her 
See, the white doves sit or flutter ; 

Here, fountains out-pouring 
From gold scallop shells ; 

There, happy guests laughing 
As light music swells ; 

Now, fair children singing 
As in the dance swinging — 

What a dream of delight is it all ! 


tabtpjt° RI:S ° F THE DANCIN G CHILDREN. 

standing on to ^back^ 1118 Chi J? ren — Aschenbrodel with Princ 
Eight chi^e^dandn^Old^' 111 ?' „ TW ° SisterS * azi "S piously (rig 
— - * 


Lend the knee lowly, 
Sing lovely ditties, 



CHRISTMASTIDE PLAY 


children 


*** harmon 3 

From t he Flower-goddess, 

Fair ^ora, a boon; 

Sweet blossoms wreathing, 
he summer’s warm blossoms 
In purple festoon ; 

That in all hearts here 
1 he blind god awake ! 

With smart, 0 how tender, 

The blind god awake ! 

Bend the knee lowly, 

Sing lovely ditties 
In sweet harmonv ; 

Bright garlands weaving — 

From the Flower-goddess, 

Fair Flora, a boon. 

DECLAMATION AND MONOLOGUES, 
And while the children sing of love, 

The Prince’s ardent glances rove 
O er all the throng on her to rest ; 

Light he steps, and, courteous, sueing, 
Begs her hand, not yet a wooing, 
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Once again the night draws in, 

And again does the feast begin , 

And Aschenbrodel, alone and fiee, 

Runs again to her own dear tree : 

“ Stir thee, little tree ; 

Haste thee, little tree ; 

Garments quite queenly 
Cast over me.” 

More beauteous yet than the night before, 

Steps she in at the palace door : 

And scarce had her feet the threshold cross’d 
Than the Prince reclaims his partner lost ; 

In graceful measure, through lighted halls, 

Carries her swift, with bounding heart ; 

Every eye follows the pair, 

And the children, lovely choir, 

Joyous sing, their hearts t’inspire 
With melting music — this their part. 


SONG OF THE DANCING CHILDREN. 

TABLEAU, to second Chorus of Children.— Children arranged in back- 
ground. Aschenbrodel and Prince and two sisters, paired, standing in 
attitude for minuet. 

Fount of pleasure, 

Chant thy measure ! 

Hither flying, 

Come the white doves, 

Gather from their leafy alcoves ; 

Over bubbling spring now hov’ring, 

Coolness, gladness, here recov’ring. 

See, they sway them hither, thither, 

Rest light wings, and then, say, whither ? 

Fount of pleasure, 

Chant thy measure ! 


ulclamaiION AND DIALOGUE. 
Again, twelve has sounded, 

The maiden has flown ! 

As one confounded 
Stands the king’s son. 

Home she hies with hasty flight. 

Doffs her garments of delight 
Dons the grey petticoat as before 
Behold the Aschenbrodel of yore ■ 


tnit 


children. 


Now doth the Prince tn m 
" s »on as, third time ° ,'e Seneschal call, 

The bidden gues ts'Tha, 

& stops *0 Sear 

bo c4 h t y jrc„t‘. w d h r« te f 

Once agam, as the $2 ££* «“ 

Boi the third time doth the feast hp ■ 

Surpassing he, . se |f in l„ veliness « ,n - 

Aschenbrode! comes the Prince to bless • 
rladdens him with the light of her face’ 

T.U he forgets or time, or place, 
nd thinks that no hereafter bliss 
Can bring him happiness like this 
Again the clang of the midnight hour 
Is heard from the furthest castle tower • 

And, hist ! the maiden is out of sight 
Through hall and court has made good. her flight- 
But when her hasty footsteps fleet 
Have reached the steps that lead to the 'street 
Her soles stick fast ! For gold nor love," 

Never a step can she further move ! 

Hither, the Prince with eager haste, 

Clasps her hand in close embrace, 

And cries, “ Now, witness the trick I play, 

Thou rt mine and mine only from this day ! 

Hold I thee fast, nor will let thee flee 
For time or for eternity, 

Maiden beloved ! ” 

Then stepped they back into the hall, — 

“ Noble ladies, valiant knights, 

Pray you, welcome my sweet bride, 

She, the crown of all delights, 

Standing meekly by my side ! ” 

She, confused, with blushing face, 

“ Sir, you do me too much grace ! 

How could little Aschenbrodel 
Wed her with a consort royal ? ” 

But he stopp’d her mouth with a kiss, 

Seal and sign of wedded bliss ! 

Meanwhile, all wan and yellow with spite, 

Slink the bad sisters out of sight. 

Now a dove, silver white, 
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From the palm-tree’s crown 
In circles of light 
Comes hovering down. 

Round and round the maiden flying, 
Light, so light, its pinions plying, 
Fanning, soft, the maiden’s cheek; 
And a smile, all heavenly meek, 

Plays about her lips the while, 

And the words which she doth speak 
Tell the meaning of her smile. 


ASCHENBRODEL’S PEACE-SONG. 

TABLEAU t to Song of Peace. — Aschenbrodel and Prince (centre, back). 
Sisters kneeling, holding Aschenbrodel’s hands. Children and courtiers 
arranged picturesquely. 

See you how peace is taught us here ; 

E’en so, in peace, let us draw near ; 

Come, now, and give your hands to me ; 

Forgotten, forgiven, all sorrow be 
That once from you I bore ; 

Forgiv’n for evermore ! 

See you how peace is taught us here ? 

E en so, in peace, let us draw near. 


s rVrV greatly enhanced if the songs are 

at g00d Sragers could manage the choruses 

M The L , ^ PartS can be had for ls - ea ch ; the songs 

ments MaJ h W °^ CaI ! had W “ h accompani- 

pub&her but ft ° rd 7 d thWUeh Au «“-. « any music 
fUDiisner, but the words are in German Th„ r J „ 

this adaptation to our readers.] Th mefore we offer 


The heart must be cold indeed and the - 

whtch does „ ot thrill in response to the aSttf"™ dl '"' 
/ he limes, of October 2nd of th* n • a< - c °unts given in 

and the character of the’ Japanese “ JaP “’ 

What are we. the favoured citizens of the greatest Christ' 
Empire upon earth doing ? what are we wining to do fo 

China"' Ts all who°k ^'7 “ $UCh forceW ? 

f d ’ T aS a11 who know h er intimately are aware will be 

vv iere Japan stands to-day, in less than thirty years hence ! 

Many of us who read these lines, may not live to see it, but 

he great world problems of the near future lie around the 

1 acific Ocean. On its eastern shore, a new race of men is 

developing, formed from the strange agglomeration of 

European races — Celts, Latins, Teutons and Slavs, who are 

pouring into the United States at the rate of a million a year, 

(not to mention the Dominion of Canada, with its wide lands 

crying out for thousands of settlers) ; and, on its western shore, 

those two marvellous races of Yellow men, with their newly 

acquired European thought added on to their ancient 

philosophies and civilisation. 

*(The following is an extract from a letter from the writer of this statement : 

I sent you the little circular (published in the November Parents' Review ). 
which Mrs. Archibald Little (by whose efforts Chinese girls’ feet are getting 
liberated) drew up the other day, and through her great influence got into The 
Times of Monday last, at the psychological moment, just after the marvellous 
ovation given to Togo’s representative at the Nelson celebration on Saturday, 
and just preceding to-day’s news of our King’s granting an Ambassador 
to the Mikado. How Francis Xavier must rejoice ! But the Library was 
born in this little house about ten months ago, and I have privately collected 
and sifted nearly 3000 volumes before appealing to the public. It is the 
most inconceivably grand opportunity of the ages. A few months since, the 
Japanese Minister of Education at Tokyo was shocked to find the tone of 
the modern native books supplied in the schools to boys and girls— moulded 
after the French novel (our own are not much better!). So that fountain 
must be cleansed at its source-and this has been placed absolutely in my 


hands ; so I want workers, and books by the ton. Send all you can of sweet 
purifying and lifting up thought-swrsww corda et duke cor If you can 
utilise this paper which I draw up roughly, do. The only thing like . 


was the influx of Greek thought into Europe in the Hen^nce and our 
best and wisest thought must now go Eas -for into English is all 
is richest in the world’s wisdom translated. ) E . ^ 
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